ig8           FAREWELL,   FRANCE!
foot between the door and the threshold,
and however much the official inside pro-
tested and shouted, I did not move, but
held my diplomatic passport under his nose.
At last he took it and retired. An hour
went by. Again the door opened and the
scene repeated itself: I put my foot inside,
ignored the shouting, and finally got my
passport stamped. This is how I got out
of France."
The reader may be tired by now of so
many scenes which any reporter could
make more colourful, but which only life
itself could make as trivial and as tragic.
There was some heroism in them and much
senseless suffering. And this is how France
suffered defeat.
The same story was told over and over
again in a new kind of publicity which made
its appearance in the French papers: they
carried whole columns of little advertisements
of people seeking their relatives. The coun-
try had been cut in two, and for many
weeks'there were no communications, postal
or otherwise, between the two halves. Mil-
lions of Frenchmen had been driven from
their homes; families had been torn asunder
and dispersed by the blind fory of a bom-
bardment ; men had lost their wives, mothers